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[December 12,2007. Two days after 02 reunion concert] 
"Hello". 

"Hi Jimmy, it's Robert". 

"Hi, what's up?" 

"| need to talk to you. You got minute?" 

"Sure. Go on". 


"Let's meet. Please" 


"OK. Do you want to drop by to my place?" 

"lll be there in half an hour". 

"lm waiting. Is everything ok?" 

"Yeah... | guess." 

"Hmmm.. You sound strange. But ok, move your ass, I'm waiting". 

** 

"You look pale. So, what bothers you?" 

"| don't know what to think, Jim. Something strange happened to me two days ago.." 

"Yeah, | know. We all were there and felt this, Robert." 

"No, it's not the concert. You know that | went to pub when the show was over?" 

"Well, it would be hard to not notice your disappearance. You could have waited a bit." 

"Let's talk about it some other time, please. But you know, | went to pub. | was rapt in my thoughts." 

** 

December 10,2001. 

So, we did it. We gathered together, buffers, and played together again. And damn, we were good! Certainly, it 
was our best reunion of all. We did some decent rehearsals, differently than it was before. And we were all .. 
Well .. sober. Jason didn't allow us to doubt that it will succeed, even for a moment. Jimmy.. Yes, that old devil 
was finally happy. 

Let them talk, I'll always be he one who doesn't want to let Led Zepp be reactivated. It doesn't matter. | don't 
care that much. People don't understand that it would be rediculous, pathetic, if we were pretending that we 
are twenty-year-olds again, 

Jimmy would like to return to Led Zepp, to his child A lot of fans expect from me that I'll be once again 
jumping around the stage with my shirt open. Hal That would be a sight! Especially if my back pain would 
return. 


That accident on Rhodes massacred me more than anyone, even myself, thought. But it started to come out 


after years. 


Anyway, never mind. When you're 59, there must be something what hurts you. If it doesn't, it means you're 


dead. 


| should button my jacket, the air is bracing. Where is the scarf ..? Ah, here it is.. It's the beginning of 
December, after all. | warmed up in the headlights, screens and god knows what else, on stage. Not to mention 
the adrenaline. Poor Pagey was all dripping in sweat, but he could blame only himself. What the hell tempted 


him to wear a three-piece suit? Dandy .. So, as usual. 
[Sorry, Jim, but this suit wasn't necessary, was it?] 


He's probably interviewed by bunch of journalists now. | don't think he went home just like that. Anyway, let 
him to do whatever he wants. This is his moment of glory. He was great today. | was really moved, there's 
nothing to hide. All this magic has returned. | love these guys. Bonzo would be damn proud of Jason. It is a pity 
that he couldn't see it. 


Should | take a taxi to the pub, or go by foot? Its not that far away, I'll walk. 


People already took to the streets from the 02 Arena. Journalists lurk on them, asking did they like the show. 
People are screaming, still excited Many of them were not even born when we recorded these pieces. I'd never 
assume that people, so young people, would listen to us after so many years. It's not that | didn't dream about 
our songs to be popular after years, but | didn’t believe it that much. But, let me, l'm proud of it! 


Its pretty calm in the pub tonight. Not much more people than usual. Maybe a few more. 
Well, its not very chilly, but | froze. Something to warm up would be nice. Oh, here comes the waitress .. 


"A bottle of wine, please.. Is there any table aside? No, I'm not waiting for anyone. | just want to sit peacefully. 


Wonderful, thank you, my dear." 


Its quite a good place. | can see everyone, but not everyone sees me. Mmmm .. this wine is excellent. | hope 


they have more than one bottle. Today l'm in mood to drink. 


There's a pretty girl behind the bar. You can see she's sharp. Probably more than one has already been 
caught by those big eyes. Did she wink at me? Ha, so I'll drink for her health. Well, she smiled The other one, 
who's walking here and there, is not bad, too. She looks like young Jane Fonda. And who's here? A boy? He must 
be new, | don't recall him. | think they never had male waiters here, only girls. Always. | think. 


| really enjoy coming here. People are always polite, the service is excellent. The owner has undoubtedly nose 
for people. Waiters are usually students, so they often change, looking for better job, but each new one is as 
attentive as his or her predecessor. 


Oh, just like that boy over there. Girls like him, it shows. They were putting themselves on airs in front of 
him, each of them wants to order something to have a chance to talk with him for a while. Not a bad one, | 


must admit. Oh, here he comes.. 

"Hello, would you like anything else?" 

"Yes, please. Do you have more of this wine?" 

"Of course. Would you like another bottle?" 

"Sure, thanks." Jesus, he looks just like.. He reminds me.. No.. 
‘ls something wrong, sir?" 

"No, everything is ok, thanks. Just bring the wine, please.” 
"Right away, Mr. Plant". 


He knows me. Or someone told him who | am. Where could I've met him? | must have seen him before, lim 


sure. | must take a closer look at him. It's a bit dark in here.. 

"Anything else, sir?", he said, approaching at my nod. 

"Yes, a cup of tea, please. Earl Grey, preferably. With lemon" 

"Naturally, in a minute." He smiles. It was a really nice smile and warm voice. 


[| followed him behind the bar with my eyes. | should stop to stare at him, he could think that | was trying to 


seduce him or something, but | couldn't stop. ] 


He's quite tall, judging by where the bar top ends when he stands behind it, he may be even of my height. 185 
cm at least. Casual jeans and plain t-shirt reveal very slim, but not skinny body. Logan is built like that. 


Hair in a short ponytail, high, intelligent forehead. 


He comes back with tea.. A woman stood on his way. He avoided collision with her with feline grace. He almost 


doused her with boiling water, and she instead getting angry, is talking with him, blushing. What a wizard! 
Tea was put on the table in front of me. 
"Tough day?", he asked, putting a small plate with lemon next to the tea. 


"Yes, quite difficult .. but satisfying.” 


"And no one accompanies you in celebrating this success?" 


"Call me Robert .. No, as you can see. Sometimes | prefer to be alone. This makes thinking easier. And besides, 
an hour ago, maybe one and a half, | was in a quite large and loud company and I've had enough of it. For the 
moment, at least. " 

"Yes, l'm sure you're right.. Robert". 

"Besides, while others celebrate, | prefer to rest. | think | deserved it. Now I'm contemplating my effort and 
this, | guess, quite successful venture in which | took part. This job was satisfying, but extremely difficult 
emotionally. " 

Its about the concert ..?", he looked at me shrewdly. | was surprised. 

"Yes, how did you know?" 

"Everyone knows, Robert. You are a legend. You all are legends." 


[He stared at me with dark eyes. I'd say.. intensely. Something strange, elusive peered from them.. A wisdom] 


Am | tipsy? Whatever.. | poured myself another glass of wine. Drinking wine and hot tea in the same time is 


perhaps not very orthodox manner, but that night it worked for me for one hundred percent. 


"| saw your concert tonight. It was great. An unforgettable experience, really. | always wanted to be on one of 
your concerts, but .. somehow | didn't manage to do it"he said, and became a bit sad. 


"Well, you're too young. How old are you, anyway?" 
‘lm twenty..", he said. Did he hesitate? | must drink some more wine. 
“That's it .. Come on, join me, | invite you," | pointed a chair opposite me. 


[Again, he hesitated, glanced toward the bar, as if he wanted to make sure that no one has anything against. 
He sat down, however, and after a few seconds he looked pretty relaxed. 


"Where this story is heading to, Robert? Do | reallywant to listen to it?" 


"Don't laugh, Jim. Just listen, please. You are the only person who | can tell this. H's not easy for me, believe 


me. 
‘OK, sorry, mate. Continue, please. So, you invited that waiter to your table, he sat and..2"] 


"Get yourself a glass. Its on me", | said. He shook his head in negative. 


"No, thank you. | can't." 
| thought that actually, it was a stupid suggestion He was at work, eventually. But the tea was harmless. | 
offered it to him. He hesitated again, but he finally went for a cup for himself. | poured him tea, he added 


lemon, sugar and stirred it. 


Then he raised his arms, and was doing something with his hair. After a moment, it was freed from the 


scrunchie, and danced in unruly waves around his face, reaching down to his shoulders. It was light blonde. 
The impression that he reminds me someone, has not disappeared. It even intensified. 


"So, you liked our show?" | asked, at the same time wondering why the heck | care so much for this, why | 


need to know his opinion? 

He nodded with a beam, dimples appeared on his cheeks. | poured myself another glass of wine. 

"It was probably the greatest thing that ever happened to me. You've surely heard it a hundred, a thousand 
times, but must say that: you're my hero. Since | remember. The fact that | could see the concert, to FEEL it, 


it was .. wonderful. This one time was worth .. everything!" 


His eyes were glittering like two stars. He combed his hair with fingers, as if that could soothe his emotions 
and leaned back in his chair. 


‘| was afraid that we would screw it up. That we won't be able to do it. Almost until the last minute we 


argued about the songs .. ". 
| couldn't understand what pushed me to confide. 
"You didn't need to be worried. The audience loves you." 


"The people were great, but we screwed up so many times before.. We all worried. Actually, probably only 


Jason was self-confident. He believed in our success." 


The boy rested his elbows on the table again and folded his fingers together. He looked at me straight in the 
eyes. | shuddered. 


"Yes. Jason has a powerful protector", he said quietly. "Someone, somewhere, takes care of him lovingly.” 
| held my breath for a moment. 


"What you mean? You mean.. John?", | said quietly too, feeling that basically | didn't have to ask. It suddenly 


became obvious. 


The boy nodded his head affirmatively. 

"Of course. Everyone has his guardian, Robert.. You too." 

| clearly felt as a cold shiver came down my spine. My heart began to pound like a hammer, hands began to 
tremble, eyes became moist. A though crossed my mind that if | felt tightness in the chest then, it would be 
a heart attack. Thankfully, it never came and | finally spitted out: 

"Who are you? What's your name? " 

He looked straight into my eyes and smiled. 

"I think you know.., he said. 

And it was true. | knew. 

| was looking at myselfl Or at the part of myself, rather. The second part belonged to Maureen 

My God .. He still had my hair and my dimples. The shape of his face was similar to my own one from times 
of my youth, but leaner. Fair complexion, gray eyes.. or green perhaps? | think green. Well, mine blue, 
Maureen's brown, and a mixture was ready. He resembled Logan a lot, but probably took more from me than 
Logan had. ..", | was thinking feverishly. 


"And this smile.. It's like my mother's". 


| hid my face in hands, devouring him with my eyes. He sat quietly, as if reading my thoughts. He let me to 
study every part of his face, every wave of his hair, the shape of his eyebrows and a few wrinkles. 


‘Karac..", | whispered finally, still not believing what | was doing. 
"Yes, dad" My boy said it just like that, as if he was doing this everyday through all those.. thirty years. 


| felt that | couldn't stand it any longer. A few tears quickly rolled down my cheeks. | wiped them quickly, as if 


ashamed. 

"But how this could happen? Am | dreaming?" 

"No, it's not a dream, dad .. | just really wanted to talk to you. All these years I've heard your thoughts, | know 
what's going on in your heart. You're just like | remembered, but now | know you even better. Maybe better 


than | would know you if |.. ", he didn't finish. We both knew what he wanted to say. 


"But why are you a grown up? How is this possible? After all, when .. when it happened, you were ..", it still 
couldn't pass my throat. 


Karac smiled with a smile in which | saw with complete clarity a smile of Logan and my own one. 
"It was decided that it would be better for us, easier to talk" 

"It was decided..2" 

"You know, up there.." He pointed his finger up to the pub's ceiling. 

‘Its unbelievable .. ls that how you would look like ..2" 


"Is possible, very possible .. Not bad, huh?" 
He laughed aloud. 


"Not bad at alll", | exclaimed, feeling a strong urge to embrace him and hug to my heart 

| cursed the fact that we were in the pub. It seemed that no one paid attention to us, but two adult men 
hugging in public, could not go unnoticed. And | wanted to hug him and never let off. | wanted to call Maureen 
and tell her ‘hey, come here right away and you'll see how wonderful son we havel.. 


However, as if reading my thoughts, he sadly shook his head. 


"No, my mother wouldn't have survived it. You're stronger, dad. You think .. you feel differently. You 


understand things that other people don't.. " 


| had no idea what he meant. | didn't understand. Especially this, how it was possible that | talked with my son, 
deceased thirty years ago, at the age of five. 


| didn't know how to get back to normal. But yes, he was right. 
"| missed you so much .. all of us missed you. We still do", | whispered. 


"I had great remorse that | wasn't there with you when you were sick. Maybe | could help you? | spent so 


little time with you..” 

For a few seconds he was touching my hand. It was an electrifying experience. 

"Stop it, dad, please. You could do nothing. You know what doctors said. My fate was supposed to be different. 
Everyone has their own one, written in the stars. | didn't suffer, | wasn't alone. Mom was with me all the time. 


| was not afraid | want you to know that. " 


| couldn't stop those short sobs that tore my chest. Fortunately, there was a lot of noise in the pub and no 


one could hear it. 


"You and John. Losing both of you was a nightmare.., | said after a while. 
"My boy and my best friend.. | lost interest in life. | think | didn't want to live anymore". 


"John knows that you were his best friend. He still loves you. Also for this how you looked after his family 
when he died." 


My eyes filled with tears again. 


"Dad, l'm worried about you. Please take care of yourself. You are lonely, that's not good. Don't shut your 


heart down for love, it's not too late .. ' 
| frowned, surprised. 


"I'm not lonely. | have friends, | have Alison, your aunt, there are others too. Your mother.. There are lots of 


people around me." 
"Yes, but why don't you start a serious relationship with someone? Try it. | dont want you to be lonely. " 


Did he manage to hit the nail on the head? It was not once after all, when | felt alone, despite the crowd of 
people surrounding me. Psychology probably has a term for that. 


"| think I'm not able to do it, to be with someone for ever", | replied. "It suffices me that | have someone 


around.. for a while. | was drawn towards the new, still | am." 


Karac listened attentively. His eyes sparkled in the dim light. His silhouette seemed to me.. almost angelic. Blond 


curls and smooth, delicate face, intensified this impression. 


"Dad, remember that l'Il be helping you as much as | can, to make you happy. But now, | have to go back.", he 
slowly pushed back his chair and stood up. 


| also stood up. | wasn't drunk. All the alcohol, which | poured into myself this evening, evaporated somehow. 
Maybe those strong emotions caused it. 
Soon, we stood facing each other. | was right. He was at least my height or taller for a few centimeters. | 


wanted so much that this moment could last forever, but that was it - the end. 
"Do you think | can hug you ..?", | asked finally. 


In response, he spread his arms. We hugged. His body was warm, just like any other man's. | think | was afraid 
to find out that he's cold, even if it sounds awful. | heard his breath just next to my ear. He had a strong grip. 
His scent was almost elusive, but it reminded me smell of his hair, when he was a boy, running with a wind 


outside our house, in the summer, years ago. In my head | almost heard his loud laugh, when he was asking: 


"catch me, daddy, catch me! You can't catch mel" and running around, trying to avoid my widely spread arms. 


| held him in my arms for a moment, but then we tapped ourselves on the back, like the men do. Before we 


moved away one from another too far, | ventured to say: 

"| love you, son", my voice was quiet and trembling with emotion. 

"I know, daddy, | love you too. | love all of you." 

He touched my arm and then turned away and walked toward the exit. 

"Karac ..2" | called him again, deriving a painful pleasure from saying his name out loud. 
"Yes?", my son looked at me once again 

"Can l.. see you again?" 


"Yes, dad, you can. You will one day. But not yet", he said, throwing hair on his back, with gesture | knew so 


well from my own experience. 
And he left the pub. 


| sat at the table again and hid my face in hands, trying to regain my balance. After a while, when | looked up, | 


saw a waitress standing next to me with a worried expression on her face. 
"Is everything ok, sir?", she asked. 
"All is fine, my dear, all is fine.." | replied, pulling out the wallet. 


| put my jacket on, wrapped scarf around my neck, hiding beneath it almost half of my face and walked to the 


exit. 
| felt as if someone took off a stone from my chest. 
That stone, though so old, was resting there for such a long time, that | almost imperceptible got used to it. 


But now, when it was gone, | felt a tremendous relief. 


Shortly after | left, one of the waitresses cleaned up my table. Wine glass, empty bottle of wine and tea jug, 


two cups. One mine, empty as well and his - intact, with a piece of lemon submerged in it.. 


* 


"Jim, say something." 


"The point is that | don't know what to say. | really don't want to offend you, Robert, but are you sure that 
you didn't drink too much?" 


This man is my friend, despite all difficulties and misunderstandings we had between us. 


But | understood that | shouldn't have tell him this. It should stay only between me and my son. 


And so it will be. 


